CAUGHT IN A PEONAGE CAMP

But that isn't all it dumped. The mules shot
ahead when the load was released, and the
lines around my neck jerked me wrong side
up. The handle of the scraper hit me a stun-
ning blow in the face and the whole contrap-
tion dragged over my body bruising me fright-
fully. I staggered to my feet with one eye
blinded by the blood that flowed from a gash
in my brow. Simon Legree cursed me hand-
somely and told me I was fired. I asked him
where I would get my pay, and he told me he
was paying me a compliment by letting me
walk out of that camp alive. I went to the
cook shack and washed the blood off my face.
I was a pretty sick boy. The cook was a
native and was kind to me.

"Boy, you're liable to get lockjaw from that
cut," he said. Til put some of this horse lini-
ment on it and it'll heal up." He then band-
aged it with court-plaster.

"It's a long way back to New Orleans," the
cook concluded. "And you might as well
have something to keep your ribs from hitting
together." He cut off a couple of pounds of
raw bacon and put it in my pocket together
with a "bait" of Plowboy tobacco. And so I
hit the road. When I came to the place where
165he other men were ten                    |||
